ACT ONE
MOTHER: Til say nothing to him.
NEIGHBOUR [kissing her]: Nothing.
MOTHER [calmly]: Such things ... !
NEIGHBOUR: I'm going. My men will soon be coming in from the
fields.
MOTHER: Have you ever known such a hot sun?
NEIGHBOUR: The children carrying water out to the reapers are
black with it. Good-bye, woman.
MOTHER: Good-bye.
[Exit NEIGHBOUR.]
[THE MOTHER starts toward the door at the left. Half-way there she
stops and slowly crosses herself.]
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